The T YAgedie of Hamlet 

The poore aduaunc’d, makes friends of enemies, 

And hetherto doth loue on fortune tend, 

For who not needes, fhall neuer lacke a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

DircfHy feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begunne. 

Our wills and fates doefo contrary runne, 

That our deuifes flill are ouerthrowne. 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends noneofourowne, 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

£l»ee. Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light,. 

Sport and repofe lock from me day and night, 

T o defperation fume my truR and hope. 

And Anchors chcerc in prifon be my fcope r 
Each oppofite that blancks the face of ioy, 

Meete what 1 would haue well, and it deftroy. 

Both heere and hence purfue me lafting flrife. Ham. If f he fliould 

If once 1 be a widdow,euerlbea wife. breakeitnow. 

Kmg. Tis deeply fworne, fweet leaue me heere a while, 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with ficepe. 

Quee. Sleeperockihy braine, 

And neuer come mifchancekstwecne vs twaine. Exeunt. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play i 

guee. The Lady doth protefi too much mec thinks. 

Ham. O but fhee’le keepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’f? 
Ham. No,no,they do but icR, poyfon in iefl,no offence i’th world, 
King. What doe you call the play 3 

Ham. The Mcufetrap, maty how tropically, this play is the Image 
of a murther doonein Vienna, Gonzago is the Dukes name, his wife. 
"Baptifia, you lhall fee anon, tis a knauifh peece of worke,but whaf ef 
that ? your MaieRie, and wee that haue free foules, it touches vs not, 
let thcgauled lade winch, our withers are vnwrong. This is one 
dames, Nephew Co the King. 

Enter Lucianus. 


Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord; 

Ham. I could interpret bctwccnc you and your lone 
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Prince of Denmark* 

tPT could fee the puppets dallying. 

* n /, You are kecne my lord, you are keene. 

Bam. It would cott you a groning to take off mine edge. 

°£n ^So^u mrtlalm your husbands. Beginnemu^mr tone 
faj famodAc . faccaand begin, come, .he ctoking Rattco do'h bellow 

f “ r " U "f 0U5 hK black, hands apt, drugges 6t, and time agreeing. 

rnnfiderat feafon els no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture ranck, of midnight weedes colleted. 

With Hecatsban thrice blarted, thrice muefted, 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property, 

•a^Tlotyn extant, and written in very choice Italian yoo fltailfee 
Sow die muttheter gets the lone wife. 

Ovh. The King nfes. 

Chec. How fares mv Lord? 
rpol. Giue ore the play. 

mm. why let the ftrooken Deere goe weepc, 

The Hart vngauled play, ofl 

For fomemuR watch while fomemuRfleepe, f cc 

Thus runnes the world away. Would not this fit & a forreR ot fea 
thers ifthc reR of rov fortunes turne Turk with me, with proumciaU . 
Rofes on my raz'd Ihooes, gel me a fellowship in a cry ofplayers i 
Hora. Halfe a fliare* 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou dooR know oh Damon deerc 
This Realme difmantled was 
Of hue himfelfe, and now raignes heere 
..very very paiock. 

mm. Ogood^r^^ IlcTakc the Ghofts word for a thoufand ' - 

tiound. Did’ft pcrcciue ? 

Hora. Vcty well my Lord. 

mm. V pon the talke of the poyuung. 

'ior. 1 did very well notehim. ^ ^ jjml 
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